whenever he formed up for Adjutant's orders. In short, to black*
guard was to utter abuse with the tongue in the cheek.

"Vanity5 vanity, ail is vanity/' quoted the Bishop, who had
just entered*

"Same as that.33

The door opened again, this time to reveal the imposing waist
of Sergeant Swingham edging in sideways to avoid a jam. A
moment ago the Piggery had been wide awake blackguarding;
now it was wrapped in slumber. All except the Bishop, but he was
only a trifle late in adopting a recumbent position.

Sergeant Swingham was the sergeant-in-waiting, and when the
sergeant-in-waiting came anywhere near a number of men with
a few minutes on their hands it was policy to avoid his eye, for if
one arm hugged the books, the other was notoriously free to
point indiscriminately to: "You, you, you and you! Report to
the company office straight away]'5 And it was not so much
specific individuals he chose as anxious eyes which caught his
own. Guardsmen were expert psychologists.

"You guardsmen!"

He glanced round furtively, as though fearing they might all
spring up and make a concerted attack upon him.

"Have you all got your washing in the stores?"

When no one answered, it was always a sign of assent.

"You have. That's right. Now don't you bring any more or
you'll go in the report. I shan't tell you again to get it in early.
Lying in bed at this time of the day! You guardsmen! What do
you do at night?**

"It ail depends if I'm on a week-end/' said Nobby sotto voce9
so that only his bed-mate could hear.

"Same as that/' agreed the bed-mate in a whisper.

Seeing Martin, the sergeant approached with a confidential
air. Martin trembled. Was he about to be ordered to put some-
body in the report or perform some equally unpleasant task?

"These guardsmen!" said the sergeant, as one ally to another.
"See nobody takes his washing in now. I'm sick of them and their
washing. Go and help the storeman check upa will you?"

Grateful for the excuse, Martin fled.